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th breathless, choking sensa-

Wilbur pulled out his checkbook
-

N ths way Wilbur tried 1o

figure out how It had hap-
pened. Tt couldn’t have hap-
g penod. But it had happened.
l‘ had spent half their saviogs In

ope lump. WHHe had contracted to
apend the other half. Anita was
spending their savings too—in slight-
iy amalier lumpe. How much had the
president meant by a ‘“‘substantial
ralse?' FHad the president actually
put the raise through? It ought fo
Appear in his monthly salary check on
the laet day of February. But would
i£T The president might think the
asw salary should begin with March.

He bought a bunch of violets for
Anita at the corner. Could he face
har? Could he keep hin awlul secret?
He shut his teeth savagely.

Anita met him at the door.

“Oh, Wilbur,"" she cried. *'The
greatest plece of luck in the world—
Aunt Emma's girandolea — they've
#ent them to us—they're my share of
‘her things!"

“Girandolea?"’' sald Wilbur weakly.

"Yes—marfvelous French mirrors—
real antiques—helrlooma! Get the
janitor to open them up—but he must
be horribly careul!"

“Don't you think we'd better let
tham stay packed until we get out to
the oountry 7' he asked.

**Oh, no-0-0-0!"'

Wilbur got the janitor up and the
boxes open. They set ope of the

doles on the buffet at one end of
dining room and the other on the
side table apposite,

Anitan looked at one: the massive
frame, with its delicate and elaborate
carving, the slender, curvipg cande-
labra. and In the centre the round mir-
ror that mysterfously reflacted the
wholes room. It was a fine example
of the craftsmanship of another age
than ours.

Man't It a perfect b-c-anly!™ she

cried,
The phrase reminded Wilbur un-
happily «of the salesman's remark
about the Smithson twin-two, Ha
hoped his unhappiness dido’t show in
his face., Anita had turned round to
look al the other glranddle.

“Of course,'" she explained, *‘they
don’'t show off properly with this fur-
niture of ours and In this little room
AAd not properly bung. But you wait!
They'll be the keynots.'’
saMaynote?’ sald Wilbur, stupidly.

 YOf course,”” sald Anita. ““That's
«the way a decorator works, He takes
some one perfect thing as & start and
then builds around it—gets everything
te go with it. Thess girandoles are
the perfect thing, the true Vietorian
keynote. Oh, Wilbur, we'll just have
to have that lovely tilt.-top table''—

*“T thought it cost three hundred

“Only two hundred and ninety-five, '’
sald Anita. ""But it's the perfect thing.
‘With these girandoles at either end of

. living and that tilt-top
Elo—ll was & big table, you know.—
that English sofa, why, we'll
bardly need another thing!"’
“ The check he had given the sales-
man of the Smithson ear would just

CHAPTER XX. -
(Concluded)

IANA drew a quick breath.
While the man was still in
the adjoining room the mo-
§ ment for which she was

ssemed interminable. And
: ‘she wished he had not gone. Mo
stood between her and—what? For
the first time since the coming of

Baint Hubert she was along with him,

Toally alone. Only a curtaln separated

them, a curtain that she could not

pass. Bhe longed to go to him, but
she' did not darc. She was pulled be-
tween love and fear, and for a mo-
ment fear was in the ascandant. She

« Shivered, and a sob rose in her throat,

Bhe only wanted to lle in his arms
and sob her heart out agalnst his.
She was starving for the touch of his
hands, suffering horribly.

She slid down on to her koees,
burying her fooe in the couch.

“Oh, God! Glve me his love!' she
kept whispering In agonised entreaty,
until the recollection of the night,
months before, when in the same pos-
ture she had prayed that God's curse
might fall on him, sent & shudder

through her.

‘I didn't mean it,"" she moaned,
*“Oh, dear God! 1 didn't mean it. 1
didn’t know. . . . Take it back, I

‘t mean it.'*

“There was silence In the next room
4

axcept for the siriking of a match
that came with monotonous regular-
ity. Another hour of walling would
drive her mad.

Bhe set her teeth and, crossing the
roaom, slipped noiselessly belween the

Y

Jooked at him hungrily, her
88 ranging slowly over the long
of him and lingering on his
head.
1" she whispered,
lifted his head alowly and looked
» and the sight of his face ment
on to her knees beside him, her
clutohing the breast of his soft

:

t her groping hands, and
her gently to her feet,
clenched round hers, look-
' down at her strangely. Then he
her without a word, and
pen the flap of the tent,
and stood In the open
stariag out Into the might.
it?"* she whispered again

i
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about pay for the tilt-top table and the
sofa Anita wanted, but it 414 not seom
to Wilbur a good time to say so.

ILBUR spent meost of his
lunch hours looking at the
perfect pleces of fumniturs
Anita discovered In her

shopping tours, Sometimes he got up
enough cournge to shake his head du-
blously over Anita's enthusiasm of the
moment; more often he didn’t. The
only way to still her excitement over
the house she was going to have would
be to tell her about the car, He
couldn’t do that. Every tims he
thought about it he dubbed himself n
seifiash hound; and every time he saw
A Bmitheon car in the street he auto-
matically stopped to admire It—uniesa
he was with Anita, He had a sand-
wich and & glass of mik for lunch
whenever he was alone, and took a
surprising comfort In the seventy-five
or elghty cents he saved thereby,

The last day of February came—
b o'clock of the last day of February
came. At one minute after § the
young man from (he Treasurer's
office came to Withur's desk with the
envalope containing Wilbur's check.
Wilbur thrust the envelope casually
Into his pocket. The moment th‘
young man had passed on Wilbur tore
open Lhe envelops, The check waa
the same as vsual. His Increase had
not yet appeared,

Wilhbur ran a blind nd. ths next
dAay in the want columna of an after«
noon paper, offering to sell his con-
tract for a Bmithson. He got a dozen
offern, but the hest of them involvad
a loss of §250 of him original $600,
Wilbur pinned his hope on the en-
velaps he would open March 31, and
when March 31 brought the same old
check Wilbur went Into executive
session  with himeelf. He decidad
that If he dld not have a bhigger kheck
on April 80 he would speak to the
President. It was not good psychol-
oY to ralse the question with tha
FPresident. It was much better for
the President to apeak first. Hut |f
the President continued to ba dumb
Wilbur would simply have to act

They moved to Sparborough on
April 14. When Wilbur got back to
his office on the 17th he had a letter
from the Smithmon saleAmasn notify-
Ing him that his car was ready and
would be daliversd on payment of
another $500 In cash and five noles
for $104 each. Wibur had a <crazy
impulse to draw the check mnd sign
the notes and drive the new car oul
to Bparborovgh. Perhaps If Anila
faw [t in all Its brgnd-newness—ths
perfect thing--she would forgive him,

He wondered how much money they
had spent on furniture. He avoided
keeping track of (t on purpose, and
the bllls hadn't come in yet. He had
an awful feeling that it might run
over $2,000, And he would have
to pay it all within two months—
thres at the most. Wilbur Aid not
draw the check for the second $500,
Instead he bought gardenlas for
Anita.

Sunday proved one of {hose har-
bingers of summer that are more
lovely than gummer ever is. "Wilbur
and Anlta took a long walk In the
afternoon exploring Sparborough, and
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winding up at thelr friends’,
Bingletona, f(or Lea It was dark
when they approached thelr awn little

white house, with ita green blinds
and ite Dutch gable and Its neat
hedge of hox.

“Look," said Anita softiy. The liv.
Ing room windows, with thelr amall,
squape panes, were patterns of yel-
low MNght. Anita took his arm as
they walked up the brick path to the
front door “And to think=it's al-
ready just as perfect Inside as It s
out.”*

Wilbur threw open the frent door
with a glow of pride. They paused
in the hall to survey the lving room
through the wide arch. There was
the deep.cushloned sofa in front of
the fireplace, the lovely tiit-top table
with its Victorian Inmp of glass, and
at either end weee girandolea reflect-
Ing the room, enlarging 1t. What did
cost matter? Who could thiak of
money at such a time?

SWilbur,' =ald Anita, “what about
our ralse? Hasn't the President sald
anything ™'

Wilbur frowned, Wilbur oclearsd
his throat. Wilbur put his hands In
his pockets,

“No,” he sald.

“I think it's tims you spoke to him
about it. He hasn’t kept his prom-
ise.”

“1 think he wanted to try me out
hefore he decided just how much the
raise would be,” msald Wilbur. “it
isn't good peychology for ma to speak
first, at least not just npw."

“But what If he doesn’'t apeak at
all? We can't go on llka this much
longer."*

“Why can't we go on ke this?"’

“We're spending money Just as It

our incoms had beent Increased, and
it hasn't."
CIL will e s=ald Wilbur, “You

know opur annual ralesmen’s conven-
tion s com!ing on neaxt week. It wili
zive me my best ehanes:to show what
1 can do. When 1 get back 1 will
speak to the President.™

“1 would," =said Anila alowly, “That
means,” Anita continued, “that you'll
te away from hone & whole week,
dooan't 1t

“Teon days.” sald Wilbar. I am to
go on ahead to Cleveland and get somea
charts ready for the opening day.'”

“1 wish you didn't bave to leave
now,” sald Anita,

“8a do 1." Wilbor said, but It wasn'l
true. Willur wanted to gel away for
ten dayn. Wilbur wanted a respite,

ILBUR put in 8o buay a ten
dnyvs in Cleveland that ha
hardly thought ahout the
SEmithgon car or his finan-

cial predicament or the rals¢ ha might
have to msk for. But he could
no lénger put these thingn out of his
mind when, at ten minutas after five
on the thira of May he reached his
doaX in Broad Btreet. The offices of
Whitworth & Co. were naarly empty.
Wilbur felt very much alons as he
contemplated the stack of mall on his
dexk. So much of It contained billa.

Wilbur opened them automatically,
smoothing out the folds and glancing
st the totals. There was two hundred

and ninety-five for the tilt-top table,
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“I CAN'T GO, AHMED, | CAN'T GOI"

“It Is that we start for Oran to-
morrow,'" he replied,
“*You amre sending me away?' she

gasped slowly.

IIY,.‘II

The curt monosyllabls lashed hor
like & whip. She recled unawr It,

panting and wild-eyed. *'Why?

Hes did not answer and the colop
flamed suddenly into her fuce.

“It ia because you are tired of me?"
she muttered at last hoarsely, “an

L

you told me you would the, as you
tired of-—thoss other women?' Her
volee died away with an accent of hor-
ror in it,

He spoke at length In the same tovel,
loneless volce. *'I will take you 1o the
firat desert station outsido of Oran,
where you can Join the traln. For your
own sike T must not be scen with you
in Oran, an | am known there **

Ehe lung up her head. Quick, wus-
picious jealousy and love and pride

the and two hundred and sixty for the in

deep-cushloned sofa, and elghty for
the glass lamp. And that was on|y
one room, Wilbur picked up a pencil
and memorandum pad and began to
Jot down ftems, ‘The total came to
mora than Afteen hundred. And, of
course, these were only the new ac-
counts, When he got home he woul/l
find the usual bWl from the depart-
ment store multiplied by the addition
of curtalns and rugs and kitchen utsn-
sils nnd garden tools and what not.

Perhaps three or four hundred dol-
lars The second payment of flve
hundred on the car was overdue
When that was pald. he would still
have to puy a hundred a month for
five months, to say nothing of upkeep
He had $1,188 minus five hundred in
bank; this mads $883. His meonthlv
ealary check—but what would his
monthly ealary check be? The usual
monthly bills for food and rent and
servics would have to come out of |t
Wauld thera be anything left? Wilbur
Fuerseed that, counting the car, he wax
perhaps two thousand dollars behind;
po! counting the five hundred that he
must pay immediately on the car, he
wis fifteen hundred dollars behind.

Wilbur wondered If & clerk waa st )il
lingering 1n the treasurer's office. He
could not bear to go home without
knowing the amount of his salary
check for April, Wilbur tried the In
ner-affice telephonea, but It was no use.
The treasurer's office did not answer?
He woulll have to wait until merning
to know

Wearily Wilbur pleked up his bag
He must eateh the first train to Bpar-
borough., He must have a serious talk
with Anita. He must make her see
the predicament they were in. Per
haps he could borrow sama money anl
in a year, by living very economically
they would get even agaimn If they
sacorificed the car. they wouldn’t be in
o bad. They eould pull out somehow
Only, how could Anita llve economi-
cally?

Waomen had no ldea of the valus of
money, no proper fear of debts, no
business sense. Anita had no real
conception of their Income, She had
wanis, An income was something
that supplied them., Wilbur boughi
rome pale yallow roses for Anita pt
the entrance of the Grand Central
Terminal, They cost four dollars, Hut
what difference did four dollars maks
when you were broke? Wilbur's bag
tugged heavily at the end of hia arm
as he walked down the long ramp Inta
the station. e ran plumb Into the
Prealdent of Whitworth and Company

“Why, Rudge, I'm awfully giad to
gen you. Where are you gojng?*

Wilbur shook hands.

“I am Nving out In Sparborough
now."

“That's fine,"
“That's right,

the Fresident said.
I do think anybedy

who lives on Manhatfan Island is a
chump.'”

“We llke It much better in the
conntry.""

Wilbur wondered {f the mubject of ¥

living In the country did not lead nat-
urally to the subject of an Inoreasse in
salary. But he could hardly brace the
President for m raise In the Grand
Central Terminal.

"*Of course you do,"” said the Presi-
dent, “‘By the way, Rudge, 1 hear
you did a corking good job out there

contending nearly choked her. “Why
don't you speai the truth?’ she eried
wildly. “Why don't you say what
yoit really mean—that you have no
further use for me, that It amused
you to take me and torture me to
satisfy your whim, but the whim |Is
passed. . How many times a
vear does Gaston take your discard-
ed mistresses back to France?”

He swung round awiftly and flung
his arms about her, crushing ler to
him savagely, forgetting his strength,
hin syes blazing. *'God! Do you
think it is easy to let you go? My
life will be hell without you.'"

His arms were llke a vise hurting
har, but they felt llke heaven, and
she clung to him speechless, her
heart throbbing wildly.

“I mustn't kiss you,” he sald
huskily, as he put her from him
Kently. *'I don't think I should have
the courage to let you go If I did. I
didn’t mean to touch you.'

He turned from her with a littls
gesture of wearinesa.

Fear flod back into her syes,
don't want to go,”
faintly,

"You don't understand. There ia
no other way,” ha gald dully.

“It you really loved me you would
not lst ma go," she cried, with a mis-
erable sob,

“If 1 loved you?" he echoed. with »
hard lnugh. 1f I loved you! It i be-
oause 1 love you so much that I am
able to do 1t, If I loved you a liitly
less 1 would let you stay and take
your chance.*

She flung out her hands appeal-
ingly. *'I want to stay, Alimed! 1
love you!' she panted, desperate—
for she knew his obstinate delermin-
atlon, and ghe saw her chance of hap-
pineas alipping away.

He did not move or look at Ler, and

L
T
she whispered

his brows drew together in  the
dreaded heavy frown “You don't
know what you are saying. You don't

know what It would mean," hs replied
in & volee from which he had forced
all expression. “If you macried me
you would have to live slways here
In the desert. 1 cannot leave my
people, mnd I am—too much of an
Arab to let you go alone. It would
be no life for you,

"You think you love me now,
though God knows how you can after
what 1 have done to you, but a time
would ecome when ¥ou would And
that your love for me dld not compen-
sate for your life here
with me is unthinkable You know
what T am and what | have heen,

And marriage now rather than you should

AP ————r

Uleveland.  You're making good.
You haven't forgotlen what we sald
wlout raising your salary?'

“No,"' sald Wilbur,

“Well, sir," he sald In his hearty
we're golng to start you off
t mix thousand. And, by the way—
tint's retroactive.  Your new malary

virlee, "

“THE YILT-TOP TABLE WAS ALL
THAT ANITA SAID IT WAS.”

began Feb. 15, 1 think you'll find
the treasurer has a check walting for
ron." "

“Thank you, sir,"
“That's handsome of you."

“*Not ut all. You've got it coming
I hope it won't be long before we'll
have to do more than that for yon,"

ILBUR speculated all the
way out to Sparborough
on how Anita would take
It. He wam afrald she

would be bitterly disappointed. Oddly
enough, he was not disappointed him-
self. He was terribly relleved. Ile
could not help smiling, ax he went up
the walk to his house. The front door
swung open and Anita threw her
arma around his neck and he held her
close, He hadn't seen her for ten
dayn. Besldes he had a secret for her,
A secret he would withhold for that
delightful hour that comes after din.
ner.

The housa was lovely—there was

rald Wilbur
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no getting around that, Anita had a
new dress, a dress of soft dark slik
thiat sot off her small biond hiend.
And there was a leg of lamb, the
roast he liked best for dinne With
food, Wilbur lost his feeling that the
bottom had dropped out of everything,
He smiled across the yvellow roses it
Anita, and Anita smiled back

After dinner Wilbur HL the fire that
had been lald on the living-room
hearth In honor of his home coming
and they sat in the deep-cushioned
sofa and Anita did a plece of hem-
atitching while Wilbur smoked It
was the hour of charm. Wilbur could
not crash Into It with a discussion of

money. He pushed (hé thought of
money from him and looked around
the room &6 slmple, 8o pérfect, and
o expenvive. - And how Anita adorned

“Anita,'* siid suddenly, *‘our
new salary ia six thousand a year.'

Anite dropped her hands, Her bit
f linen {ell to the foor

“Oh, Wiltur!** she cried.
it, T knew i1, T knew it!"

She jumped up and Kissed him,

“Aren‘t you disappointed ?**

“0Of course not—we can do beauti-
fully on six thousand.**

Wilbur knew that this was the psy-
chological moment 1o (tell Anita

hies

“1 knew

ETE

NOVELETTE

about the car. To let her know how
carafully, they should have to man-
age In order to pay for It, how com-
pletely it would absorb the Increass
in their Incomea for a whole year. But
Wilbur put off the blighting moment.

**The president says that the In-
frease I8 retroactive to  February
16th," he sald. *'1 am to get a cheek
for it to-morrow." y

“We'll have to save-=it, Wilbur**
sald Anfta. ““We mustn't spend it.*

""Well,"" Wilbur began. *'I"

But Anita‘'s mind had already dis-
missed the subject, She was looking
at the room, admiring their posses-
sionn, Now she turned to Wilbur and
ter eyes were soft and her llpa
amiled.

““Isn't It parfect?'* she asked.

"*Absolutely perfect.’*

""You wouldn’t change anything?'’

""Not & thing."

“*And you don't ses anything new '’

Wilbur stralghtensd up and looked
about him hurriedly.

"Why—why''—— ha began.

“Didn‘t you notice the girandoles
wers gone?’

Wilbur stared first at one end of
the room mnd then the other. The =
@irandoles had been replaced by two
oval mirrors with delicate gilt frames.

“I bought them for fifty dollars
apiece,'” Anita said triumphantly.

“Fifty dollars aplece.”" Wilbur
groaned.

“Yen,” sha sald, T declded the
girandoles were too good for us te
Keep,**

“But T thought you liked them—T
thought they set the keynote of the
roam.'"

“They did.* Anita  explalined.
“They net it 5o well that now they're
gone yvou never missed them, They're
too valuable for us to keep for a sim.
pla little house like this The Mu-
seum of Decorative Arta s naying
me $1,600 for thoss girandoles, '’

Wilbur got to his feet,

“'Sixteen hundred dollara!®

"Sixtean hundred dollara.'

"You sold them?*

“Yen," Anita said, "I dd I
thought you'd rather have a car, You
have to have m car In Sparbarough,
really, Wouldn't you RATHER hase
R car?"

Anita looked at Wilbur with o
‘o Innocent that he was disaimed.
He had deceived her. e hud been
selfish. And now he wan saved -
saved by the girandoles, By g mibra-
tie he could confeas his =in

““Anite.”" he began humbly, “*Anita

F've wanted to tell vou all the time
what a—what a selfish fool I"''n
iz

Anita smiled up ot him

""A fool about what?"

"*About a car.*

"Oh," eald Anita, “'I know al) ubant
the car. The salesmuan called up the
day you left. He wan so sorry he
couldn’t reach you He suid von'd
pald nearly half the price. and he was
rendy to deliver the car any day |
ruggested.”

*But il—the notes—I was to give
him notes for the halance.”

“1 know,” Anita said. “*But T deon't
like going Into debt= 1 paid the bol-
ance in cash.” ¥ !

“You, did."*

*Yén—with my girandoles monas,
The ear Is down at tha garage and
the salesmanp in sending a man around
to-morrow to give me a driving lone
son."

Wilhut looked at Anita Wilbur
foread his face into the lines of stern
masculinity, of a hisband dealing wilth
a wife. But Anita looked up at him
with eyves so round and go soft that
he could not be a stern huaband. He
could only put both arms around ler

and hold her tightly against his heart.
(Coprright. All Rights Reserved, )

Printed by arrangement with Metropolitan
Newspaper Service, New York.

Iflustrated by
Will B. Johnstone

BEING A NOBODY Bernice Brm

. The Story of a Girl Who Never Knew What Self-Sacrifice Meant

—BY —

ORDE

woman. You know my devillsh tem-
per—it has not spared you iIn tha
past, it might not spare you in the
future. You must go back to your
own country, to your ewn people, to
your own life, in which I have no
place or part, and soon all this will
seem only like an ugly dream."’

Bhe shuddered convulsively.
med! I can’t go!'' shg wailed.

He looked up sharply, his face livid,
and tore hér hands from her face
(jood God! You don’'t mean — I
haven't—You arem't——"" ha gasped
hoarsely, looking down at her with a
great fear In his syes,

She guessed what he meant and the
eolor rushed Into her fnce, The
temptation to lle to him snd let the
consequences rest with the future was
almost more than she could resist,
One lttle word and she would be In
his arms * * * but alterward ?
It was the fear of the afterward that
kept her silent, The color slowly
drained from her face and she shook
her hend mutely.

Ho let go her wrists, lnid his hand
on her shoulder and pushed her gently
townsd the lnner room. With a cry
she fAung herself on his breast, her
face hidden aguinst him, her hands
clinging round his neck. *"Ahmed!
Ahmed! You are killing me. I can-
not live without you. 1 love you and
1 want you. I can’t go back to the
old life, Ahmed. Have pity on me."

A spasm crossed his face, but hia
mouth set firmer and he disengaged
her clinging hands with relentiess
fingers.

«| have never been anything else,**
he sald bitterly, “but I am willing
that yvou should think me a brute
live to
curse the day You ever saw me."

Fie dropped her hands and turmed

“Ah.

You know that T am not fit to_live abruptly, going back to the doorway,

with, not At to be near any decent looking out into the darkneas,
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very late. 'We must start early. Go
and lis down,'*

Ehe shrank back tfembling, with
pitecuns, stricken face and eyes filled
with a great despalr. =he knew him
a' d she knew It was the end, She
caught at the writing table behind
her to steady herself, and her fingers
totiched the ravolver he had lald down
Tha contact of the metal sent a chill
that seemed to strike her heart. Her
mind raced forward feverishly, there
were only a few hours left before the
moming, before the bitter moment
when she must leave behind her for-
ever the surroundings that had be-
come ko dear, that had been her homea
a8 the old castle in England had
never bheen. She thought of the long
Journey northward, the agonized pro-
traction of her misery riding beside
him, The contrast between that ride,
when she had lain content In  the
eurve of his strong arm, and the ride
that she would take the next day was
plognant. She closed her teeth on
her trembling lp, her fingers tight-
ened op the stock of the revolver, and
it wild light came into her sad eyes.
She could never go through with it
To what end would be the hideous
torture?

Her life was her own to deal with.
Nobody would be injured by its ter-
mination. Aubrey, Indeed, would bene-
fit conslderably. And he—7 His
figure was blurred through the tears
that filled her eyes.

Slowly she lifted the weapon clear
of the table with steady fingers and
brought her hand stealthily Lrom be-
hind her,

She lifted the revolver to her tem-
ple resolutely.

There hod been no sound o betray
whiat was passing behind him, but the
extrn sense, the consclousneas of m-
minent danger that was strung lu the
descrt-bred man, sprang Iato active

)
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ferce within the Shelk. He turned like
a flash and leaped acroes the space
that separated thom, catching her
hand as she pressed the trigger, and
the bullet sped harmlessly an inch
above her head., With his face gona
suddenly ghastly ha wrenched tha
weapon from her and flung It far Into
the night

For i moment they stared into each
other's eves In sllence, then, with n
moan, she slipped from his grasp and
fell at hin feet In an agony of ter-
rible weeplng. With a low exclama-
tion he stooped and swept her up into
his arms, holding her slender, ahaking
figura with tender strength, pressing
her head against him, his cheek on her
red-gold curls,

“Ay God! child, don't cry so, 1 can
bear apything but that' he cried
brokenly.

But the terrible soba went on, and
fearfully he eaught her closer, strain-
Ing ber te him convulsively, raining
kisses on hdy -ahining halr. ““IMane,
Mane,” he whispered Imploringly.
falling back into the soft French that
seemed 2o much more natural, “Mon
amour, ma bien-aimes. Ne pleures
pas, je t'en prie. Je t'aime, je t'adore.
Tu resteras pres de moi, tout a mol.””

He lnid her down, and dropped on
his knees beside her, his arm wrapped
vround her, whispering words of pas-
slonate love,

Gradually the terrible shuddering
passed and the gasping wmobs died
away, and she lay still, so still and
white that he was afrald. He tried
to rise to fetch some restorative. ‘I
don't want anything but you," she
murmured almost inaudibly.

His wrm tghtened round her and he

turned her face up to his. Her eyes
woere closed nnd the wet lushes Iny
bluck aguinst her pale cheek. Hi=
tips touched them pitifully,

EVENING WORLD IN ADVANCE

“Dlane, whl you naver look at ma
again?'’ His volce was almost hum-
ble.

Her eyes qulversd a moment and
then opened slowly, looking up into
hin with n still-Hngering fear in them
“You won't send me away?' she
whispered pleadingly, llke a terrified
child.

A hard msob broke from him and ha

kissed her trembling Ups flercely.
“Never!' he sald sternly. T will
naver lel you go now. My Ged! |If

you knew how | wanted you. If you
knew what it cost me to send you

awny. Pray God [ kesp you happy.
You know the worst of me, poor
child—you will have a devil for a

hushand.*’

Tha color stole back slowly imio
her face and a little tremulous smile
eurved her lips. She slid her arm up
and round his neck, drawing his head
down. I am not afrald,”” shs mur-
mured slowly, *'I am not afrald of
anything with your arms round me,
my desert lover. Ahmed! Monaleg-
neur!™

(THE END.)
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